(Sup.*) Mon., Feb. 15. 

I was this morning with Goethe for a moment, to inquire 
after his health in the name of the Grand Duchess. I found 
him sad and thoughtful, without a trace of yesterday's rather 
violent excitement. He appeared to-day to feel deeply the 
chasm which death had made in the friendly intimacy of fifty 
years. 

“I must work very hard.” said he, “to keep myself up, and 
to support myself under this sudden separation. Death is 
something so strange, that, notwithstanding all experience, 
one thinks it impossible for it to seize a beloved object: and it 
always presents itself as something incredible and 
unexpected. It is, to a certain extent, an impossibility which 
suddenly becomes a reality. And this transition from an 
existence which we know, to another of which we know 
nothing. is something so violent, that it cannot take place 
without the greatest shock to the survivors.” 


